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which would have turned war-making into a round of social
affairs. Ensconced in luxurious hotel quarters he became the
hero-before-the-fact. In reality he was a martyr, because
those in his confidence knew that the obligation to appear
at luncheons, receptions, dinners, and functions of various
kinds bored him profoundly. He wanted to get to work.
There was a war to be fought. Forty-eight hours of this and
he called a halt.
Woodrow Wilson did not err when he called John J. Persh-
ing to lead the American troops in France. In physique alone
Pershing stood out among commanders, a superb erect figure,
a model of military bearing for enlisted men and officers
under his orders. His European uniforms were for the most
part the product of the best English tailors, and they draped
his upstanding figure better than those of British or French
generals did theirs. Pershing's very physical bearing told much
of his vigor and power of leadership; a soldier of soldiers,
whose square jaw demanded discipline and respect.
Few American war chiefs knew better the military machine
they operated, with all its infinitesimal detail, or built upon
such solid ground as Pershing did with the American Ex-
peditionary Forces in France. Few men in American war
records have been called upon to take greater military re-
sponsibility in choosing subordinates for tremendous tasks.
When he landed in Liverpool on June 8, 1917, some of the
distinguished British military men who greeted him pointed
to the group of officers accompanying him, and queried:
"General, is this your personal staff?"
"No," replied Pershing, "this is my general staff!"
Returning to the United States in September, 1919, their
work well done, the forty-odd captains, majors, and colonels
of the small general staff had, for the most part, become
generals. Pershing had hand-picked most of them in the

